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"Aww, I know you love me."

"Less every day."

Having snuck into the cultist hideout, we were exploring it together. While playfully chatting with Andrew, he said something not very fun.

".........."

"........Uh, no... scratch that."

"Well, I'm glad you got that out of your system."

"Woman, I just gave you a small fortune! That fact should speak for itself."

"...only because I'll end up using it to pay for our room anyways, right?"

Andrew gritted his teeth, knowing I'm right.

"I'm sorry, alright?"

"Yeah, yeah. It's fine."

It's not fine, of course.

A short while later, after we finish checking the place out, we're preparing to attempt a summon.

"What are we going to do about blood for the ritual?"

"Oh, don't worry about that. I'll just blow my brains out and you'll have all the blood you need!"

"That's not funny, Ashley."

I'm not joking. Pulling the gun out, I put it to my temple in one motion. A look of absolute panic takes over Andrew's face. Heh. That's a nice look. If only you cared about me this much normally. Byebye, Andrew...

BANG

As I pull the trigger, Andrew tackles me to the ground, throwing off my aim. The bullet goes wide, hitting only a wall.

"WHAT THE FUCK, ASHLEY?"

He's not too happy with me, huh.

"What do you care? You're stuck, right? Love me less every day? I was trying to fix that for you."

"..............."

Andrew doesn't respond, as a range of emotions plays out over his face. Anger, shock, fear, concern, confusion... he doesn't know what to say.

Eventually, he wraps his arms around me and pulls me into him.

"Ashley... I'm sorry for saying those things. I've just been stressed out lately with... everything, you know? Don't leave me behind... I need you. I can't live without you."

An unexpectedly honest response. Ahhh, Andy... if you say something like that, I'm going to fall deeper and deeper in love with you. Won't you take responsibility for making me feel this way? You won't, will you?

"Should I kill you first, then? You'd think that's romantic, right?"

"...Could you not kill either of us?"

"Imagine, Andy, how much it hurt. To be told by the person you need that they're stuck. As if they'd leave you behind if they had a choice."

"I fucked up, okay? I really am sorry. I started taking it for granted how important you are to me. I'll cherish you properly from now on."

"You should have cherished me before I put a gun to my head. Right now it only sounds like you're telling me what I want to hear."

Pulling away from his hug, I start to pull the gun back towards myself. Before I can, he pushes me down, pinning my arms to the ground, and takes my mouth in his.

"MmmmMMMM-"

My eyes go wide in shock as my brother forcefully kisses me. He doesn't hold back at all, passionately shoving his lips against mine and sticking his tongue in all the way, as though we were lovers. I'm so surprised I can't think of how to respond, a fact exacerbated that I can't respond with him on top of me. Helplessly restrained like this, all I can do is indulge in the sensation.

After what feels like an eternity, he finally pulls away, leaving me panting for air.

"Hah... hah... where did THAT come from? I'm your sister, you know?"

"I don't care about that. Do you get it now?"

"........."

I don't even know what to think, since I still haven't processed the shock.

"Look, Ashley. If I wanted you gone I wouldn't have stopped you, right? Stop being an idiot and accept that I mean it already."

"...you know I'm pretty stupid. I think I'm going to need some more demonstration to understand what you mean."

"I'll show you as many times as I need to."

With that, he brings his face back to mine, and kisses me again. Gently, this time. Ever so softly. Drowning in the sweet sensation, the tension leaves my hand, and the gun slips out, clattering against the floor. Andrew lets go of my arms and I embrace him as he continues delicately kissing me. He's treating me so tenderly now, like I'm fragile and might break if he's too rough.

After a few minutes of bliss, I speak up.

"Okay, okay, I get it. My brother loves me very, very much. Even though sometimes he says he doesn't."

A grimace flashes over his face. I can tell he really regrets hurting me.

"So... promise me you won't do this again."

"As long as you don't say mean things to me again."

"I'm serious, Ashley. Promise me. Even if I fuck up again. I can't have you dying before I can make things up to you. The idea of my sister killing herself because of me is too much to bear. Don't ever, ever do this. Please."

".......I promise."

"Good girl."

In protest, I bite his lip, drawing blood.

"Ow! What was that for?"

"I'm not a good girl. And it pissed me off because it was your fault in the first place."

"God, you are exhausting."

"But you love me anyways, right?"

"Yes, yes. I love my troublesome little sister even though she's very annoying."

"Good boy."

Andrew gives me a look of exasperation, but behind it I can tell he's relieved that we're back to normal. Or more than normal? He was totally making out with me a minute ago... that was nice. I lick at his lip, lapping up his blood, and we continue into the night, completely forgetting what we came here to do.